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A response to Ros Hudis’s lecture of 29.10.2018 and the discussion of Kei 
Miller’s poem ‘Some Definitions for Light (1)’
 





Buddug 
Half past eight your daughter greets me at the door
Knowing how much you suffer I wanted to see you first today
Your eyes always describe the pain fear and longing to be free 
But my code denies 
the right to help 
She’s dead
Siwan wraps her arms around me she sighs I’m relieved and together our tears mingle
Buddug is smiling skin white and gentle the smell of fresh death lingers sweet and cool in the air
Younger now a new vitality in her                demeaner surprises and confuses her child not me
Curtains are opened and the light streams in illuminating the peace that now pervades the room
Quietly we wash and dress her in the chosen clothes that were kept in the bottom drawer like a bride’s trousseau prepared ready for the meeting with Tomos in the next place
Family and church arrive tea is poured sobs and stories whispers of a life
I sip acknowledge and slip away 
I drive home too fast radio off incommunicado
Grief private and unprofessional
Phone calls done and boxes ticked 





I leave me behind each pen in my pocket and
badge pinned on reconstructs my carapace of calm 
Ariel
Later that day the baby is the colour of the coffee in the cup
[bookmark: _GoBack]I cradle him wearing my freshly laundered navy armour
Skin smooth unblemished apart from a stork mark kiss on the neck the old man’s gaze unfocused and full of wonder trust confusion
The scent as always overwhelming in its new born power momentarily erases the memory of the morning’s death
Yesterday I bathed him bloody and new    after my hands cupped his head guiding him through to a new world of light
The sound of the sigh as we all breathe again after the first cry or opening of an eye is celebration indeed our cue to cry laugh and congratulate
A look of fear flickers across the mother’s face or is it awe at the strength of her body invincible now she is of the earth the          renewing of life her gift to him
Birth is terrifying magical and the everyday but the required words on the bureaucrat’s page
were written in code before I left the scene
The circle is complete today
